FATHERS AND CHILDREN
bearing on their bosom the peasants' lives, which
serve as a sombre background to the life of the
isolated individual figures with which he is
dealing, Turgenev has availed himself of this
hidden note of tragedy, and with the greatest
art he has made Bazarov, with all his ambition
opening out before him, and his triumph awaited,
the eternal type of man's conquering egoism
conquered by the pin-prick of Death. Bazarov,
who looks neither to the right hand nor the left,
who delays no longer in his life-work of throw-
ing off the mind-forged manacles ; Bazarov,
who trusts not to Nature, but would track the
course of her most obscure laws ; Bazarov, in
his keen pursuit of knowledge, is laid low by the
weapon he has selected to wield* His own
tool, the dissecting knife, brings death to him,
and his body is stretched beside the peasant
who had gone before. Of the death-scene, the
great culmination of this great novel, it is
impossible to speak without emotion. The
voice of the reader, whosoever he be, must
break when he comes to those passages of in-
finite pathos where the father, Vassily Ivano-
vitch, is seen peeping from behind the door at
his dying son, where he cries, 'Still living, my
Yevgeny is still living, and now he will be saved.
Wife* wife! * and where, when death has come,
he cries, *I said I should rebel. I rebel, I